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	1. Chapter 1

A/N: hello people, starting a Reid fic, because lets face it he is everyones fav. Idk if it will just be friends or more, im just going to make this up as i go along. Anyway i do not own criminal minds or their character i do however own my own character and yeah, enjoy 3.

* * *

><p>Ali's P.O.V.<p>

I bit my lip looking from one of the FBI agents to the other one. The two older males, both dark hair, looking at my every little tick and move. Profiling me. I knew if I accepted this any attempt to do anything would be caught within the second. I took a deep breath, one of them had told me to take as much time as I needed. This was a big dicision to make. I had no one to get back to, without having to do this. And it would hurt my reputation for the remainder of my stay. But then again who wouldn't like to get out of here. I picked up the pen and signed at the bottom of the contract. I handed them the paper and the pen and they stood up. I joined them and they each shook my hand.

"Welcome to the team Castillo." Hotch said.

I nodded and smiled a little at them.

"Guess I should brush up on my psychology then?" I said smirking. Rossi, not very evendently laughed at my joke.

They left me and i waited in the room. I had just gotten the opportunity of a lifetime.

Better not fuck this up.

* * *

><p>I rolled my eyes as i was ascorted to the van, the door closed behind me and the officer went to the front seat and started driving. He started small talking with me, the guards were usually pretty cool, mostly because they dealt with much worse and compared I was a nice break. I got out of the car and onto the landing strip I got a lot of looks, but it was no wonder considering what I was wearing. The officer poked my shoulder, and I nodded. We walked onto the strip. I once again met Hotch. I smiled and reached out my hand to shake his which he accepted. He smiled politely at me. He handed me a badge and told me the rest would be given to me after the briefing where I would also meet the team. I was a little bummed out that I had to meet them like this. But what the hell they were going to find out no matter what.<p>

He and the officer escorted me to the plane where I stood beside him as the rest of the team members walked in. I nodded at Rossi whom I recognized. The rest entered. A blonde woman who shook my hand and smiled kindly. She seemed nice, kind of like a mother figure in this kind of group dynamic, she could easily be trigged if promising something to one of her 'kids'. Two other women walked in, Garcia the hacker smiled at me and seemed welcoming. I smirked and nodded at her. She would be pretty easy to make believe anything. But then again almost anyone is. The woman beside her introduced herself as emily Prentiss, smart, progedy, rich kid, would not fall for much but would be tricked by personal connection. I shook the thoughts about tricking them from my head. I shouldn't do that to these people. They were helping me after all.

The last to walk in was two men. One of the scanned me up and down and looked at me confused but did not comment on anything. The black man beside him however did comment.

"I like powerful woman, but really Hotch? Orange isn't really my style." He said smirking the man beside him looked at him confused.

"Why is it another one of your rules?" He asked and the black mans smirk faded as he shook his head at the kid.

They sat down and Hotch began to explain the situation.

"The bureau feels that we needs to help the community more, which is why we now have a Criminal informat. She can tell you more about her crimes and her expertice later right now we only have time for a brief introduction because we have a case." He finished and he smiled at me and I nodded.

I lifted my cuffed hands to wave at them all and smile.

"Well on that super pleasant note. Hi, I am Ali Castillo. I am half italian half american, 26 years old. I have spent 5 of those in jail. My speciality is reading people, finding motives, bla blah bla, I can basically do some of the things you do with out a lot of psychological knowledge. Not much more to me besides my good looks, my charm, and my inflincing ability to listen to Taylor Swift." I said smirking at the end.

Hotch nodded at me and I sat down. I opened the file on the table and payed attention to the briefing, wanting to see what they did, mirroring them.

"Two teens at approximately the same time was hung in their bedroom friday night, same thing friday the week before." JJ said.

Garcia asked why she was coming and got her answer. then Hotched wanted to get into victimology, where Rozzi interrupted.

"All four kids, good students from different neighborhood." He said

"Active with sports and in community." Derek said

"Intact families, no mental disorders." Prentiss said.

"So they are pretty normal, so must be some other issue." I said

"Beside the proximity there is no obvious connection between them." Reid said from beside me.

They continued going back and forth disgussing the kids and how they were unlikely to just have attempted suicide like this. When we were done briefing everyone went around doing their own thing. I turned to Hotch clearing my throat.

"Not to be rude, but I don't think the police department would appreciate me coming dressed like this and in cuffs." I said he nodded and unlocked my cuffs.

I rubbed my wrists afterwards, JJ handed me a set of clothes and I smiled thanking her, then went to the bathroom to change. I was finally out of my orange suit and in a black t-shirt, a black leather jacket and black skinny jeans. _God_ how I had missed wearing _anything_ but orange. I got out and morgan smirked I rolled my eyes and sat down beside Reid again. He seemed nice, hadn't really spoken much, but I was sure he would warm up to me. Everyone always did. We arrived and I smiled widely when my feet touched the ground. This was the closest I had been to freedom in 5 years. I smirked when a male cleared his throat behind me. I turned around to see Hotch holding an anklet.

"Didn't think we were going to let you wander around without supervision did you?" Rossi asked from beside him.

I sighed but walked over there and Hotch put it on my leg. I was not to happy about this, but anything beats being in the joint. I still had 5 years left. For every person I caught I would get a month off my sentence. And it bought me a little freedom to actually see the world again, so it was a win win.

We drove from the airport to the police station. I got out and the sheriff greeted everyone.

Hotch turned to us.

"Morgan you, Reid and Ali go talk to Ryan's parents, JJ, Prentiss and I will go talk to Trish's, Rossi stay and help Garcia out." He said

We each drove off, the boys made a little conversation about the case in the car. I didn't feel like joining in, I was looking out the mirror prepping everything I knew, knowing I would probably have to work harder than the rest considering I didn't know much actual psychology. We got let in and I let the boys lead the conversation as I stood in the background observing. When we were shown the room and left alone I finally spoke up.

"There is no signs of forced entry, through the window." I said. while Derek were looking at the closet.

We met up with the rest again and Garcia worked her magic. I stayed with them watching her work. When the choking game popped up I was confused.

The rest of the team explained, it appeared this "trend" was getting kids to purposely choke themselves.

"When did kids get like this? But then again who am I to judge." I whispered Rossi appeared to be the only one to hear my little outburst smiled.

Hotch announced that we were ready to give the profile. I followed still not really knowing if I could contribute or not. I was for the first time in a very long time not sure of what I was doing.

JJ went out to the school while the rest of the team did for the police officers. And then the rest of the team spread out to warn the school. Rossi and I went to a school and gave a presentation on why not to play the game. I let Rossi take the lead while I kept everyone in line.

I took some girls' cellphone and held it up.

"Look kids, I see what doing bad things gets you and trust me you don't want to do that. So why don't we all just listen to Rossi here because _he_ actually knows what he is talking about. Okay?" I said looking around.

I then pointed to Rossi letting him know to proceed.

I got a call on my phone from Reid saying they may have found a unsub candidate. I told him we would meet them at the police station. When we did go there I walked into the room with the two way mirror. Trying to read him.

"He is fidigiting, but other than that showing no signs of nervousness. if I were to manipulate him I would-" I cut myself off mid sentence knowing this was not what they needed. Prentiss smiled at me seeming understanding. It was a little nice, everyone seemed nice to me about adjusting.

The guy left, and he was not our guy. The team figured out through looking at the family history that the teen was not our guy, rather the father was, it clicked pretty easily in my head the second they said it out loud.

"He works fridays"

"Meaning he gets called to do the rescues." I said

Reid interrupted elaborating on my statement.

I was not allowed to carry a gun, for obvious reasons, so I stayed behind with Garcia as the rest of the team chased after the father. I smiled when they caught the guy, gave Morgan a high five. We all helped pack up and left the police station.

I starred out the window of the airplane as we flew from Wyoming. I was not looking forward to going back to the joint. Reid was sitting beside me and seemed along with Morgan and Prentiss in front of us to be studying me. I looked from the window and back to them.

"What is it that you wanna know? I won't get offended." I said

"I am just curious what you did." Morgan said.

I sighed knowing they would all probably find out eventually and i also knew when i took this job that i would probably have to answer that question.

"When I was 15 my mother thought I had lived long enough at her house. Growing up I had always been a street kid, using a card trick and pick pocketing to make money. After I was kicked out, I tried my best to make a living on the street of Chicago. One time I took a wallet from a fancy business woman. It was a big score. I went to a shop, bought an outfit that screamed professional, basically I started walking the streets looking like a business woman. I met a guy who helped me allegedly break into an art museum and sell the art we allegedly stole. With the score from that I bought a small apartment. I turned it into an office. I met a lot of clients, went to different art shows, parties, you name it. Anything where people with big money were I was too. I tricked them, selling them everything from cars, to art to stocks. I had a whole lot of money. Remember what I said about good looks and charm. That was how I sold my cons. It was very fun. Until one day the feds caught some of the things I was doing. Suddenly I was no longer just a con artist but also a criminal on the lose. I ran for a few years, throwing big cons all over the country. Until they finally caught me. I got 10 years in the joint here in DC, where I was caught. I have served 5 of those, and I get a month off each case I help with. This leaving 4 years and 10 months. " They looked at me confused.

"So how did you get into behavioral analysis?" Reid asked I looked at him and smirked.

"I didn't. Growing up I just knew how to read people. I just got better and better at telling people what they wanted to hear. For example you are a smarty, meaning you think logically and systematic, you will not fall for anything, I can not sell you anything by playing on your emotions too much, as I would on Prentiss. To make you buy what I am selling I would throw out statistic after statistic knowing you would only respond to logic. Tackle the serial killers the same way, as if they were throwing a con and bingo. behavioral analysis." I said, he looked at me impressed.

We had small talk while we flew. Eventually Hotch walked up to me telling me it was time. I sighed and nodded, I got up and walked to the aisle where Hotch took the anklet off of me, JJ handed me my orange suit. I sighed and walked to the bathroom to change. I looked at myself in the mirror sighing. It had felt so good being in normal clothes. So good that I almost didn't feel like a con.

When we landed I said goodbye to the team, they were all really sweet about it. Rossi was the last one to say goodbye, he waited till I was cuffed and he smiled at me. He handed me a book which I looked down at confused.

"In case you wanted to brush up on your psychology."


	2. Chapter 2

A/N: heyo, so i am updating, i will probably be inconsistent in my updating but that is just because i am a lazy procrastinating little shit. now i would really like a review on this fic, if you have any ideas or anything. there will be more late night conversations cuz this was just so much fun to make. I still dont own criminal minds but i do own oc and storyline.

Ali's P.O.V.

I did actually follow Rossi's advice and brushed up on my psychology, I remember having liked the intro I got to it the one year I went to high school. I was so in this book I forgot everything about time and place. It was actually nice, considering where in the world I was at the moment. It was an intro to behaviorism that Rossi had given me. I started trying to profile people while I was around. At dinner with the guards, any chance I got really. I imagine that it was good practice for me to do that. Honestly it was just fun trying to guess they mental state, and the little twitches about them. I had always been good at reading people and finding their motives so I just added a little extra flare to it. On a Wednesday the guard picked me up early in the morning. I had time to change here today which I gladly did, anything to get out of the uniform. He cuffed me and sat me in the back of a car.

I was driven into town, we stopped in front of a big story building. I looked at it in amazement. I stopped when I got out of the car to just look at the wondrous building in front of me. How I had missed civilisation. It was marvelous.

The officer put me out of my daydream tapping my shoulder, I nodded and we walked inside. I was given an ID badge at the entrance along with a cellphone, and the anklet. The officer uncuffed me and JJ came down to escort me up to the bullpen. She showed me to a desk in front of Reid who was flipping pages like it was the only thing in his life that mattered to him. I greeted him and got a mm and a small nod out of him. He did not even look up from the pages. I looked at him confused. Everybody always liked me, I was charming or else I would never had been able to pull off any kinds of cons. How come he did not seem to like me? I should work more closely with him, get under his skin that should work. I put my feet up on the table relaxing. Morgan walked over and threw a file on my desk.

"You may just be a con but you have to do some reports like the rest of us." He said smirking.

I groaned and pushed my feet off of the desk. I sighed and opened the file, I started filling out the parts I understood. Some part were very much confusing, I marked them with a star to just do it later.

I spent what felt like hours starring at the blanks that I had not filled out. Finally it happened.

My face hit the desk as a sign of defeat. I groaned as a sign of my impending frustration.

I could hear some people chuckle around me, but I did not care, I was annoyed and practically sent back to being a teenager being asked to do homework or something. Something hit the table and I looked up frowning. Morgan hat put a cup of what smelled like coffee on the table beside me. I smiled a little and he chuckled.

"You know this is just 1 out of the 5 reports you have to write per case." He said.

My face hit the desk once again and he chuckled patting my back in a comforting manner. I looked up again and sighed. One good thing came out of this. I took a sip of the coffee and could not wait to once again taste the sweet. I frowned as I actually tasted the coffee. Then again how was Morgan to know how I took my coffee? I went to the break room and went back to the bullpen carrying sugar caps. He chuckled at me seeing me with the sugar packs but I just raised my eyebrows.

"What? I was 16 posing as a business woman, I had to drink coffee but I had to do _something_ to numb the bitterness" I said and he chuckled once again.

I went back to my seat and poured some sugar into my cup. When it was ready I took a sip off it and smiled. That was more like it. I left the rapport questions I had left unanswered for later. If I was going to ask for help I might as well get them all out at once.

I spent the remainder of the day working on these damn rapports. It was horrible, I hated doing paperwork. It sucked. one by one the team members seemed to leaving saying goodbye to me. Before he left I made sure to go to Rossi's office. I put a book on his table awakening him from his work. He looked at it then up at me and smirked.

"Got anything else?" I said and he chuckled a little, he turned around to the bookcase behind him and picked out a book which he threw my way, I caught it and smiled thankful at him.

"I expect that back next week." He said and I nodded smiling.

I left the office and went back to the bullpen where there was almost no agents left. I looked at the clock and groaned it was 6 o'clock and I still had about an hour left of this shift. I couldn't even get anything to eat. I looked over to see Reid still there reading him book. I furrowed my eyebrows, what was he still doing here?

"Hey doc, what are you reading?" I asked trying to make conversation. I still wanted to win him over, he read down the page in a matter of seconds before looking up.

"Thinking fast and slow, it is a book about the different cognitive processes." He answered putting it down on the desk showing that I had his full attention. I hid a smirk, with his full attention it was time to work my magic.

"Sounds cool. Tell me more about that." I said trying to get him to say more, I without thinking about it had just used one of my subject tricks on him, get the subject to talk not you.

I listened to him talk about how this was very interesting and that while the fast process was good the slow process seemed to be better in the longer run. And seemed to be more accurate. He stopped in the middle of the conversation looking at me confused.

"Wait, it is night, what are you still doing here?" He asked.

"The prison has to ensure that dinner is served without problems so they can only pick me up afterwards. Someone will be here in about an hour. Don't worry they have security on me, if I leave this building for even a second there will be police outside the following 2 minutes." I said sighing, he smiled at me kindly he seemed like he took a little bit pity on me.

"The real question is, what are you doing here doc?" I asked smirking and he chuckled uncomfortable, I noticed him starting to scratch the back of his neck.

"Well I like it here. My neighbor is usually having loud sex with his wife now which does not make for the best relaxation enviroment." He said and I smiled nodded understanding.

"But if you have an hour we could order in some take out, I could go out and pick it up, me actually being able to go outside. I assume you won't get any dinner so." He said drawing out the last word uncomfortably. My face lit up when I heard his proposition.

"Dinner sounds great. I can't really chip in considering I get payed in months." I said a little uncomfortable. I had no money and he was really nice to me, I wished I could chip in for dinner. He waved me off and smiled.

"It's alright, it's my treat." He said smiling.

I returned it, he went to get a menu and I ordered for us. We were sitting there waiting for the delevery guy to call us back. I looked up from my report seeing Spence still reading in his book, he was almost finished now. I did not want to interrupt him again. After about a minute contemplating my decision I cleared my throat making him look up.

"Hey doc, do you think you could help me with some of this? I don't understand what they want to know in some of these things." I asked biting my lip in the end he smiled and nodded once.

He got up from his seat standing beside me and put a hand on my desk so he could stand beside me, alarmingly close, and see what I wanted to know. He was very helpful, and very understanding when there was something I did not understand even when he had explained it. I was done with the rapports when the delivery guy called. Spence went downstairs and I stayed in the bullpen waiting for him. I decided to wander around a little exploring.

* * *

><p>Reid's P.O.V.<p>

When I came back up with the take out I scanned the bullpen but not seeing Ali anywhere. I furrowed my eyebrows confused, she could not have gotten out of the building, the anklet would have tracked her. I walked around until i finally found her, she was sitting cross legged on the floor back leaned against a desk. As I got closer I could see her having tears in her eyes. She was starring dead ahead, I wondered what could have made her cry, not really expecting to find her like this. I looked in the same direction as she did and realized what was happening. I sat down beside her and without a word handing her her food. She smile and wiped away her tears taking a deep breath before looking at me.

"Can I ask what you were upset about?" I asked not really wanting to intrude but also wanting to make conversation.

"It is just so damn beautiful, I haven't looked at a city like this for a whole lot of years, it is just so weird. I was a very different person the last time I did this." She said not taking her eyes off the city in front of her.

"I can't imagine what that must be like, but consider this, because you have been cut off from things like this you appreciate it so much more." I said trying to comfort her. a little smile appeared on her face.

We spent the rest of the time eating our dinner looking out at the city's nightlife, making pleasant conversation. She was really nice to be around, there seemed to be much more to her than just her cons. She seemed to be a very interesting person, first off she was very hard for me to profile, while when I first met her I thought narcessist, my perception had changed a bit there seemed to be more to her than her narcessistic exterior.

"Hey doc, tell me about yourself, I count on being around for a while so might as well get to know one another." She said smiling at me, I nodded and shrugged.

"Not much to tell, I grew up in Vegas, my mother is a schizophrenic, so I spent most of my time taking care of her. I still write her a letter every day, but that is only because I feel bad about putting her in a mental institution." I said pausing looking down. She put her hand on my shoulder squeezing it lightly in a comforting matter.

"Everything else I assume you know, PHD's, eidetic memory and all that stuff." I said looking up shrugging slightly, she looked at me confused.

"What do you mean 'and all that stuff?' Doc what you can do is amazing, almost every person in the world would adore being able to do what you do. Don't demean yourself." She said during that she had put her hands on my cheeks and turned my head so I was forced to look her in the eyes. She looked so genuine when she said it I could not help but crack a smile when she said those things. Why did she think I was amazing? It was no big deal, and after being bullied and getting weird glances for it all my life, it was hard to look at it as a positive thing.

She let go of me but kept smiling at me, I cleared my throat to speak.

"So I know about your criminal past, why don't you tell me about yourself?" I said trying to advert some of the attention away from me. She seemed nice but I had not known her long enough to be comfortable with someone giving me that kind of attention. I was not used to it. she shrugged and looked down.

"My dad left when I was 8 my mom was a drunk, I hated living with her so I spent every minute I could outside of the house. That is where I learned my street smarts. My mom spent most of out money on more alcohol so there was not much to feed me. So I started of by begging, I bought a deck of card and a friend of mine taught me some magic tricks. I performed them to people for money. When I got enough cash I bought a guitar. I had dreamed of one since I was little. There was a small music shop where I lived I remember looking at the guitars every time I walked by. I went in there when it was really bad at home, the owner was nice so he let me stay. He let me play on most of the instruments, saying I was a natural." She paused and shrugged I looked at her in amazement.

"You play guitar?" I asked smiling at her, she turned to me and nodded almost childlike. I had clearly hit a good nerve and she seemed excited to tell me about this.

"I can play guitar, ukulele, base, keyboard and a little drums." She said smiling widely I smiled in return.

"I can play piano too, my mom taught me when she was in a good mental state." I said and she smiled.

We continued to talk back and forth, she had turned away from the city completely and was focused solely on me. When I got home that night I wondered why she would do that? I mean a girl like her would normally take no interest in me, and yet.

An officer came to pick her up a little while later, I spoke to him while she gathered her things, she handed them to him. He unlocked the anklet and she turned around putting her hands behind her back she was smiling at me.

"Thank you for tonight, it was really nice doc." She said smiling at me. When she was cuffed she stepped forward and kissed me on the cheek.

I added very physical to my mental profile of her.

"Hey I meant to ask you why are you calling me doc?" I said and she chuckled walking backwards following the officer.

"Seemed fitting. You make things better for people, help them. That, and I didn't think you'd spent almost 10 years earning two Phd's to be called sir." She said winking at me as she left.

I gathered up my thing to go home for the day. I could not stop smiling, she was really good company, I was in a better mood than I had been in a while.


End file.
